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"Wait,.." said the girl quietly.
Her face paled and her eyes dilated painfully as she
whispered with trembling lips:
"I wanted to ask you—I'm sure he won't consent—I
beg you to talk him into it! We need him so badly! Tell
him it's for the sake of the cause. Tell him I'm afraid for
his health. You can see for yourself—the date of the trial
hasn't even been set—"
Evidently it cost her an effort to say this. Her voice
faltered, she stood rigidly erect and averted her eyes,
then closed them wearily and bit her lip. The mother
could hear the cracking of her clenched fingers.
Pelagea was upset by this outburst, but she understood
Sasha and put her arms round her.
"My dear girl," she said sadly, "he won't listen to
anybody but himself—nobody at all."
They stood there in silence, pressed close to each
other.
Then Sasha gently disengaged herself from the mother's
arms.
"You're right," she said with a shudder. "This is fool-
ish. Nerves." Then with calm matter-of-factness, "Very
well, let's feed our patient."
She sat down beside Ivan and asked him if his head
ached.
"Not much, but everything's still sort of hazy. And I
feel weak," he answered, pulling the blanket up under
his chin in his embarrassment and screwing up his eyes
as though the light were too bright. Sasha saw that he
was too shy to eat in her presence, so she got up and went
out. Ivan sat up and followed her with his eyes.
"What a beauty!" he murmured.
He had merry blue eyes, close-set little teeth, and a
voice that was still changing.
"How old are you?" asked the mother.
"Seventeen."
"And where are your parents?"
"In the village. I've been here since I was ten years

